POETS   IN  PARADISE

Roz and at each new moon, save only that of Moharram.
Clambering on top of the gate, we peered through a thick
lattice into a small domed chamber, blue tiled, guarding a
massive Quran written by Hassan, and publicly displayed
every Friday, shrouded for the rest of the week in a wooden
box lightly inscribed with a red-painted geometrical
pattern. In one corner stood a shabby Quran stand
holding a couple of old newspapers. Dust lay thickly
over everything.

"He that seeks to steal but one page of this Quran/5
said Rumi severely, eyeing us as we poked an idle finger
through the lattice, "will find himself bowed down with
more than he bargained for. That one page will become
as weighty as all the maxims of the Prophet of God which
you see here in this great volume. None could carry it for
any length of time.55

Small dome-shaped buildings clinging to the hillside
seemed to be wedged there by tall trees. Rumi said they
housed a dervish or two. From our point of vantage we
contemplated the city we had just left.

"Let deception wait upon simulation/5 murmured the
D.P., imitating Rumi, as he used a right-angle view-finder
to photograph a group of women.

The background was a line of dark blue-purple hills
paling to rosy pink. In the distance stood the dead
gardens and fountains of an old palace, now a military
barracks. Nearby, the ruins of the Castle of the White
Giant commemorated Rustam's conquest over the Speed
Devil.

Looking through the Quran Gate we understood the
delight of the caravans of old when they first glimpsed the
fertile plain of Shiraz after a monotonous and bleak journey
from distant Isfahan.

There was some slight hitch about our passports. The
policeman had forgotten his pencil or his rubber stamp or
something/ and refused to allow us to proceed. Not only
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